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NORTHWESTERN   UNIVERSITY 


Watch  out  for  the  telltale 

signs  of  jangled  nerves 


Other  people  notice  them  — 
even  when  you  don't — little 
nervous  habits  that  are  the 
danger  signal  iorjanglednerves. 
And  remember,  right  or 
wrong,  people  put  their  own 
interpretations  on  them.  So 
it  pays  to  watch  your  nerves. 


Get  enough  sleep  —  fresh  air 
—  recreation  —  and  make 
Camels  your  smoke,  partic- 
ularly if  you  are  a  steady 
smoker. 

For  remember,  Camel's 
costlier  tobaccos  never  jangle 
your  nerves — no  matter  how 
many  you  smoke. 


COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  than  any 
other  popular  brand   of  cigarettes  ! 


See  how  speed.Iy  y„u  can  complete  this  test 
J  >th  your  left  hand  (or  with  your  right  hand 
'f  you  are  left-handed)  unbutton  youfvest  L 
mnmng  at  the  top.  Now  button  it'Lain  A  " 
ninq  at  the  ton   Tf  ,.  again,  begin- 

Jack  Summers  (Camel  sm,ter)     national  .    /     , 
'he  test  i„  9  srconds 


'■'•'■  R.  J.  Reynolds  To 


tobacco  Con 


CAMELS 

SMOKE   AS  MANY  AS  YOU   WANT 
...THEY  NEVER  GET  ON   YOUR   NERVES 


■u    CAMPUS 


SOCIETY 

AT  NORTHWESTERN 

APRIL    25.   WEDNESDAY 
Kappa  Phi  Gamma  Installation 

APRIL   27,   FRIDAY 

Freshman  Party  at  an  Evanston  Hotel 
Glee  Club  Concert 

APRIL   28,   SATURDAY 

Music    School    Entertains    High     School 

Girls 

Waa-Mu  Party 

Delta  Sigma  Pi  Informal  at  House 
APRIL    29.  SUNDAY 

Hillel  Tea 
APRIL    30,   MONDAY 

Beginning  of  Journalism   Week 
MAY    1,   TUESDAY 

Glee  Club 
MAY   3,   THURSDAY 

Coed  Civic  League  Meeting 
MAY   4,   FRIDAY 

School  of  Speech,  Dance 

Journalism  Dance 

Junior  Commission  Dance 
MAY   5,   SATURDAY 

Fraternity    Ball    at    the    Evanston    Coun- 
try Club 
MAY   9,   WEDNESDAY 

Geology  Field  Trip 
MAY    10.   THURSDAY 

Geology  Field  Trip 

Orchesis 
MAY    11.   FRIDAY 

Gamma  Phi  Beta  Formal  at  the  Medinah 

Phi  Beta  Formal 

Sigma  Nu  Formal 

Geology  Field  Trip 
MAY   12,   SATURDAY 

Kappa   Delta   Formal   at   Exmoor   Coun- 
try Club 

Chi  Omega  Formal 

Alpha  Gamma  Delta  Formal 

Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon 

Alpha  Phi  Formal 
MAY    13,   SUNDAY 

Hillel  Tea 
MAY   14,   MONDAY 

Beginning  of  May  Week 
MAY    17,   THURSDAY 

Speech  Luncheon 

High  School  Girls  Entertained 
MAY    18,   FRIDAY 

Wranglers'  Formal 
MAY    19,  SATURDAY 

Sigma  Chi  Formal 

Phi  Kappa  Psi  Formal 

Delta  Zeta  Formal 

Sophomore  Cotillion 

Phi  Delta  Theta  Formal 


OFF  THE    o 


LEXICON 


ATHLETICS 

APRIL   23.   MONDAY 

Baseball,  Notre  Dame  at  South  Bend 

APRIL   24,   TUESDAY 

Baseball,  Michigan  State  at  Lansing 
Golf,  DePaul  at  Evanston 

APRIL   25,  WEDNESDAY 

Baseball.     Western     State     Teachers'     at 
Kalamazoo 

APRIL   27.   FRIDAY 

Track,     Drake    Relays    at    Des    Moines, 
Iowa 

APRIL    28.   SATURDAY 

Track,     Drake    Relays    at    Des    Moines, 

Iowa 

Baseball,  Illinois  at  Evanston 

Tennis.  Wisconsin  at  Evanston 

Golf.  Michigan  at  Ann  Arbor 

MAY    1,   TUESDAY 

Golf,   Chicago  at  Evanston 

MAY   2,   WEDNESDAY 

Baseball,  Louisiana  Tech.   at  Evanston 

MAY  5,   SATURDAY 

Track,   Triangular   at   Iowa    (Wisconsin, 

Northwestern  and  Iowa) 

Baseball,  Wisconsin  at  Evanston 

Tennis,  Michigan  at  Evanston 

Golf,  Wisconsin  at  Madison 
MAY   7.   MONDAY 

Baseball,  Lake  Forest  at  Lake  Forest 

Golf.  Illinois  at  Evanston 
MAY   8,   TUESDAY 

Tennis,  Chicago  at  Evanston 
MAY   9,   WEDNESDAY 

Tennis,   Wisconsin  at  Madison 
MAY    10.   THURSDAY 

Baseball,     Luther     College     at     Decorah, 

Iowa 
MAY    11.  FRIDAY 

Baseball.  Iowa  at  Iowa  City,  Iowa 


t/l 


DINE  AND  DANCE 


CONGRESS  HOTEL 
Michigan  and  Congress. 
Dance  to  the  inimitable  Carlos  Molina 
and  his  mirimba  band  in  the  Joseph 
Urban  Room.  Week  days  and  Sunday, 
$1.00  minimum  and  $1.00  supper. 
Saturday,  cover  charge  $1.00,  mini- 
mum   $1.00. 


DRAKE   HOTEL 

North   Michigan   Ave. 
Earl  Burtnett  and  his  Hollywood  orches- 
tra   in    the    Gold    Coast    Room.    Dinner 
6  to  9,   $1.75,   $1.00  supper  and  $1.00 
minimum   after   9. 

BLACKHAWK 

Wabash   at   Randolph. 

Seymour   Simon   and   smart    floor   show. 

Dinner  $1.25.  Supper  $1.50.  No  cover. 

CANTON  TEA  GARDENS 

Corner  Wabash  and   Van   Buren. 

Louis    Panico    and    his    orchestra.       No 

cover,    no   minimum. 


AFTER  DATE  STOPS 

COOLEY'S 

Evanston.  Three  famous  cupboards, 
all  different  and  yet  inviting.  Known 
to  all  Northwestern  for  its  delectable 
cuisine. 


THE  HUT 

Opposite    Willard     Hall.       Good     food. 
well   served,    in    a    collegiate    atmosphere. 

SAN  PEDRO 

No  Man's   Land.      A   haven   for  hungry 
and   thirsty   students. 

NORMANDY  TEA  ROOM 

No    Man's     Land.       Food,      music     and 
dancing,   as  you   like  it. 


THE   SHIP 

Howard  St.  just  off  Clark. 
Sandwiches    and   beverages   of   all    kinds. 
Reasonable    prices.    Other    diverse    places 
west  of  town  about  which  no  authentic 
information   has  been   found. 


CLUB  CHATEAU 

Church  Street  .  .  .  One-half  block  eait 
of  Waukegan  Road. 

A  really  fine  place  to  stop  with  the  best 
of  food  and  friendship.  An  ideal  spot 
for    that    discriminating    date. 
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E/TlEIKfN  fWDPlCpACKOT 


"Love  Locked  Out" 

We  know  of  one  co-ed  who  was  cured  of  that  cute 
little  habit  of  coyly  injecting  an  "t"  sound  into  each 
word. 

Male    (over  phone)  :    "Hello,   cutie." 

Co-ed:  "Why,  Phillurp,  when  did  you  get  back?" 

Male:  "Just  a  while  ago.  Say,  how  about  a  date 
tonight,   kid?  What  are  you  doing?" 

Co-ed  (coyly)  :  "Nurthin'." 

Male:  "Gosh,  excuse  me.  I  didn't  know." 

— Masquerader 
<$>  ♦  ♦ 

The  nice  old  gentleman  stopped  to  talk  to  the  wee 
girl  who  was  making  mud  pies  on  the  sidewalk. 

"My  goodness,"  he  exclaimed,  "you're  pretty  dir- 
ty, aren't  you?" 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  "but  I'm  prettier  clean." 

<$>♦<?> 
A    man    wandered    into    a    tennis    tournament    the 
other  day  and  sat  down  on  the  bench. 
"Whose  game"  he  asked. 

A  shy  young  thing  sitting  next  to  him  looked  up 
hopefully. 

"I  am,"  she  replied. 

— Mugwump 
<$>♦•$> 

The  doctor  was  questioning  the  new  nurse  about 
her  latest  patient.  "Have  you  kept  a  chart  of  his  prog- 
ress?" he  queried.  The  nurse  blushingly  replied, 
"No,  but  I  can  show  you  my  diary. 


— Kitty  Kat 


<*•   ♦  <S> 


He:   "Hello,  baby." 

She:  "I'll  have  you  know  that  I  am  nobody's 
baby." 

He:  "Well,  wouldn't  you  feel  like  hell  at  a  family 
reunion?"  — Cajoler 

<$>  ♦  <$> 


SHOP  A  CO-OP 

—  North  Shore  Tennis  Headquarters  — 


LIFETIME 

TENNIS  RACKET 

(Carries    Trade-in    Value) 


RACKETS  RESTRUNC 


"The  Essence  of  Culture" 


3-Hour 


FREE — Tennis  Racket  Cover  with 
each  restring  job  for  $5  or  more 


Before  You  Buy  See  The  Co-Op's 
Selection  of  Tennis  Rackets 


TOP-FLITE   $12.00 

—  Many  Other  Values  — 


The 


CO-OP 


1726  ORRINGTON  AVE.  GRE.  2600 

"SHOP    AT    THE    CO-OP" 


HTlElEfN  IpWlLF  p^RKQl 


Page  Four 


LIFE  SAVERS:  "Stepping  out?" 

HIGH    HAT:  "My  good  fellow,  we're  calling  on 
the  future  Missus.  " 

LIFE   SAVERS:  "Better  take  tne  along.  " 

HIGH   HAT:  "And  what  will  you  do?" 

LIFE   SAVERS:  "Take your  breath  away,  or  top." 


FOR     A     NEW     THRILL  .   . 


SPEAR-O-MINT     LIFE     SAVERS 


That 
Indefinable  Something 


In  a  pretty  girl  (or  even  one  not  so  pretty)  it  might  be 
called  chic,  personality,  style,  class,  or  charm.  Or  you 
might  just  say  she  has  "it."  No  matter  what  you  call  it, 
no  word  exactly  defines  what  you  are  talking  about.  She 
just  "stands  out"  in  the  crowd — and  that's  that. 

The  same  is  true  of  printing  —  it  is  either  dull  and  lifeless 
—  medium  or  mediocre — or  it  radiates  style,  character, 
and  class.  There's  still  no  word  to  describe  the  thing  that 
makes  it  so.  It  may  be  an  ordinary  job  of  printing  and 
still  possess  this  "something." 

And  that  very  thing  is  our  task — to  make  each  job  of 
printing  "stand  out"  in  its  particular  class.  You  will 
always  find  us  gladly  helpful  in  solving  your  printing 
problems  both  great  and  small. 

J^loyd  HolliSler  Inc. 

PRINTERS    •    PUBLISHERS    •   ENGRAVERS 

Wilmette,  Illinois 

WJLMKTTK  4JO0      GKEF.NLEAP  43OO      WlNNETKA  50O      SHELDRAKE  5687 


HEAR  YE! 

The  winner  of  the  recent  gag  contest  spon- 
sored by  the  PURPLE  PARROT  and  Life  Saver 
is  none  other  than  Francelle  Jacobson.  who 
crashed  through  with: 

"Hot  dog!"  the  cootie  cried  as  the  fat  lady 
waddled  by.  "Here's  where  I  go  on  a  big 
bust!" 


N  ERTZ! 

Hi  Intelligencia  of  Our  Reading  Public — 
Dear  Mr.  Editor. 

I  have  been  reading  your  magazine  ever  since  I 
found  one  in  our  waste  paper  basket.  I  think  it's  just 
awfully  snappy.  I  think  that  Love  for  a  Living  must 
have  been  a  lovely  story,  I  only  got  to  read  the  con- 
clusion, but  Francelle  got  his  tenses  mixed  up  be- 
cause everybody  on  campus  knows  that  Townsend 
is  a  she. 

Professor  Jahn  must  be  a  terribly  interesting  man. 
It's  too  bad  you  had  to  run  such  an  unflattering  pic- 
ture of  him  in  the  last  issue,  but  I  suppose  that's 
what  comes  of  making  the  best  of  depressions.  It's 
awfully  brave  to  be  like  that  isn't  it? 

I  don't  understand  why  you  run  pages  for  Women 
Only  because  you  know  very  well  that  men  will 
read  what's  written  there  and  then  girls  just  haven't 
any  secrets  at  all.  Then.  too.  it's  an  awful  pity  that 
the  faculty  makes  you  write  articles  about  how  not 
to  get  kissed,  because  goodness  knows  girls  have  a 
hard  enough  time  getting  around  without  being  cen- 
sored before  they  start.  Of  course  maybe  I'm 
prejudiced,  but  it's  just  a  suggestion. 

Your  artist  Stimson.  has  some  tremendous  ideas 
but  the  technique  is  terrible. 

You  can  see  that  I  read  your  magazine  very  care- 
fully, but  please  don't  take  offense  to  anything  I 
have  said  because  I   only  mean  it  in  the  right  spirit. 

My  sympathies  to  Aunty  and  may  she  have  less 
difficulty  in  finding  clean  dirt  for  the  next  month. 

I  am  eagerly  awaiting  your  next  edition  with  sug- 
gested corrections. 

Fondly 
The  Little  Owl 


Page  Five 

PROFS 
ERRORS 

— Al  Cory 

It  is  rumored  that  the  first 
French  idiom  Professor  Clark 
teaches  his  beginning  classes  is  par- 
donnez-moi,  especially,  if  the  view 
from  the  class  window  is  suitable 
for  photographic  purposes. 


Professor  Carpenter  should  be 
more  careful  when  he  signs  and 
dates  the  physics  experiments  in  the 
laboratory  periods  each  week.  It  is 
very  disheartening  for  the  freshmen 
to  discover  their  experiments  dated 
— March  13,  1934  B.  C.  It  may 
explain  why  the  freshmen  taking 
the  course  forget  so  much  about  the 
experiments,  however. 


Producer  Baird  of  the  University 
theatre  is  always  unique.  His  lat- 
est innovation  is  an  easy  chair  in  the 
aisle  of  the  Speech  School  auditor- 
ium, during  rehearsals.  Where  he 
made  his  mistake  was  in  choosing 
his  feminine  leads.  You  would  get 
tired  too,  if  you  had  to  watch  a 
certain  blonde  act,  every  night  for 
six  weeks. 


EfTIEIDfN  pUOPIIXipAORQT 


It  is  reported  that  Dean  Dennis 
has  had  his  fling — that  he  flunked 
out  of  Cornell  or  Harvard  or  some- 
where East.  It  seems  probable,  for 
the  first  question  he  asks  transfers, 
who  have  had  a  similar  experience 
in  college,  is:  "Was  it  wine, 
women,    or   cards?" 

%■  Up  ^ 

If  Lew  Sarrett,  the  Speech  School 
B.  M.  I.  A.  (Big  Man  in  Art), 
doesn't  stop  attending  the  Evans- 
ton  Y.  M.  C.  A.  so  regularly  and 
playing  volley  ball,  we  imagine  his 
next  volume  of  verse  will  have  the 
rhythm  of  screen  song  and  be  enti- 
tled:    "Follow  the  Bouncing  Ball." 

%  %  * 

Professor  Morgan  ought  to  be 
more  careful  concerning  the  sub- 
jects he  selects  for  his  hypnotizing 
acts,  or  he  will  be  losing  his  large 
audiences.  There's  nothing  to  hyp- 
notizing the  certain  swim  star  he 
chose  for  his  latest  display  of  hyp- 
notic   power.      She's    always    in    a 

trance. 

*      *      # 

They  tell  us  that  Professor  Neth- 
ercot  is  finding  it  woeful  work 
attempting  to  pin  "F  for  cause"  on 
freshman  themes.  That's  what  he 
gets  for  giving  them  such  subjects 
as  "Honor"  to  write  about.  The 
height  of  ambiguity  is  a  theme  on 
"Honor"  marked  "F  for  cause." 


j^f^Z? 


"EVEN   HIS  WORST 
FRIENDS  TOLD   HIM/" 


THEY  SURE  DID— when  they 
recovered!  But  recovering  from 
trie  K.O.  of  that  sullen,  soupy  pipe 
was  harder  than  holing  a  golf  ball 
from  a  sand  trapl 

A  pipe-cleaner,  an  orange-and- 
black  tin  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh — 
and  how  his  circle  of  admirers  will 
widen!  This  happy  mixture  of  fine 
Kentucky  Burleys  has  the  body  that 
men  want,  with  a  calm  fragrance  that 
raises  you  in  the  estimation  of  your 

friends and  yourself.  Try  it 

You'll  like  it. 

Brown  &  Williamson   Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.   Dept.   W-44. 

Send  for  this 

FREE 

BOOKLET 


"A  Helluva  Way  to  Start  a  Honeymoon" 


AND   IT'S  MILDER 


fraternity  bawl-babies 


wrangler's  "jack 


drawn  from  life 
(and  howl)  by 
francelle  jacobson 


beta's  "al" 


little  lam  "harry 


d.  u.'s  little  nell 


phi  delt  "frank' 


sigma  nu     jtm 


delt's  "tang"  in  a  tub 
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MOBTtiWtrTEDlM  f)UPPlFfVM2RCT 


IDA-HO  AT  THE  INTER-FRATERNITY 


BALL 


George  M.  Keane 


Ida  Ho,  the  potato  of  many  an 
eye,  has  a  date.  For  the  men  who 
barrelly  stave  off  lowly  situations 
know  that  crime  pays,  and  are 
holding  a  ball.  So  when  Silo  asked 
her  to  go,  she  gladly  consented. 
Even  now  she  is  in  the  middle  of 
her  preparations.  She  begins  to  put 
on  the  satin  dress  which  she  is  go- 
ing to  wear  to  hide  the  family 
skeleton.  However,  it  is  a  little 
tight  so  with  a  final  pull  she  ex- 
claims: "Get  thee  from  me  behind. 
Satin!"  It  slipped  on,  as  the  tale1 
went,  but  her  tiara  fell  to  the  floor 
and  broke.  Great  big  tiaras  came 
to  her  eyes,  so  she  put  one  of  them 
on.  It  shone  over  her  hair  which 
was  red  inasmuch  as  henna  color 
pleased  her.  When  she  looked  in 
the  mirror  at  it,  one  could  see  her 
eyes  were  like  her  fathers,  for  they, 
were  popeyes.  And  as  she  smacked 
her  lips,  she  thought  of  flat-irons, 
because  like  flat-irons,  her  lips  too 
were  made  to  press.  Hurrying  to 
finish  dressing,  she  slipped  on  a 
pair  of  silk  stockings  and  fell  to 
the  floor. 

Ida  is  a  good  date  even  though 
she  thinks  check-room  girls  lead  a 
hard  life  because  all  they  get  are 
wraps.  She  is  also  adventurous  and 
was  once  lost  for  three  days  but 
was  finally  found  in  a  salesman's 
grip.  Her  father  worked  for  a  big 
steel  concern.  As  an  employee  in 
this  City  Haul  he  made  graph 
paper,  but  it  wasn't  quite  on  the 
square  so  he  took  a  quick  trip  to 
Canada,  that  being  the  only  place 
Toronto.  Her  brother  is  a  midget 
and  had  a  hard  time  finding  work, 
but  he  finally  got  a  job  as  a  con- 
densed milk  man. 

Ida's  date  is  called  Silo  because 
he  is  always  full  of  corn.  He  is 
sometimes  called  Wrist  Watch 
cause  he  has  two  hands  that  go 
around  and  around  without  evec 
setting  off  an  alarm.  But  at  heart 
Silo  is  like  a  coal  car — tender.  As 
a  perfect  man  he  would  never  win 


any  prizes.  In  the  first  place  he 
has  two  red  hairs,  one  blushing  at 
each  of  the  thoughts  he's  had.  And, 
second,  he  has  sinful  eyes  that  leap 
from  shin  to  shin.  Although  he  is 
not  dumb,  he  wears  banana  skins 
instead  of  regular  slippers.  More- 
over he  is  slightly  deaf  and  once 
had  to  quit  the  fish  business  be- 
cause of  his  poor  herring. 

Suddenly  the  doorbell  knocks 
with  a  loud  toot.  Ida  looks  under 
the  bed  and  sees  an  old  familiar 
mug.  It's  Silo.  He  has  a  rapt 
look  on  his  face  for  his  brain  is 
knocking.  He  rushes  over  to  Ida 
and  takes  a  long  drink  (Ida  uses 
wine  lipstick.  Muscatel  you  the 
flavor?).  Having  quenched  his 
thirst,  even  though  it  was  Satur- 
day and  not  Thirstday.   he  winks. 


"Her  Lips  Were  Made — to  Press" 


Ida:  Stop!  We  must  go  to  the 
Interfraternity  Ball.  Where  is  my 
corsage? 

Si:  Haven't  you  two  gardenias 
in  your  mouth — I  thought  for  din- 
ner at  eight  you'd  find  two  gar- 
denias by  your  palate! 

Ida  fainted  a  la  mode  and  lunged 
at  Silo.  Having  finished  the  lunch, 
she  gave  Silo  the  check.  But  he 
couldn't  pay  the  check,  for  there  was 
a  Greek  cashier,   and   not  a  Czech. 


They  then  went  out  to  Silo's  car. 
It  was  parked  in  the  middle  of  the 
street  because  there  was  a  fireplug 
at  the  curb.  The  car  was  a  con- 
vertible model.  It  could  be  pushed 
or  pulled.  On  the  front  were 
mounted  two  beautiful,  independ- 
ent horns.  They  gave  a  hoot  for 
no  one.  Furthermore  there  were 
no  brakes  on  the  car,  for  Silo 
didn't  want  any  whoa  in  his  life. 
As  an  added  feature  Silo  called  the 
car  Swede  so  he  could  get  in  and 
say,  "Home,  Swede,  home."  But 
now  they  were  going  to  the  ball, 
so  Silo  as  spokesman  takes  the 
wheel  and  drives  to  the  Elbow  Inn, 
a  crazy  joint. 

The  place  is  a  riot  of  color. 
Everyone  Who's  Hue  is  there.  The 
Interfraternity  Council  is  there,  too. 
There  are  also  some  who  paid.  Ida 
and  Silo  begin  to  dance.  Immedi- 
ately a  sister  of  Ida's  tapped  her 
on  the  shoulder  and  asked,  "Oh, 
Ida,  won't  you  please  help  me  look 
for  my  heel?  After  a  half  houp 
search  they  found  him  under  a 
palm  tree.  They  could  hardly  dis- 
tinguish him  from  the  other  cocoa- 
nuts  laying  around  it.  Leaving 
Ida's  sister  and  her  date,  who 
turned  out  to  be  the  chaplain  of 
Silo's  tong,  the  two  walked  to- 
wards the  Inn. 

Silo:  Why  here's  a  croquet  set! 
Let's  play  a  game. 

Ida:  No,  it's  too  wicket.  Besides 
my  mother  told  me  to  give  mal- 
lets to  none. 

Silo:  Well,  then  let's  go  in  and 
get  a  drink  of  water. 

Ida:  What!  Don't  tell  me  you 
drink  the  same  stuff  you  wash  your 
feet  in! 

Silo:   Don't  be  so  blunt. 

Ida:  I'm  not  blunt:  I'm  a  red 
head. 

This  was  too  much  for  Silo.  He 
ran  over  to  the  well  in  the  middle 
of  the  garden  and  jumped  in.  Then 
everything  was  grand,  for  all's 
well  that  ends  well. 
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DEEP  STUFF 
Twin  stars  .... 
Two  coals  of   whitest 
Heatless  fire 
Set   'gainst 

Night's    mantle   in    the   sky. 
I  gaze  upwards, 
Awestruck, 
And   think   of 
Dirty 
Shirts. 


PURPLE  PURMS 

WHAT'S  THE  USE? 

What's  the  use  of  liv'in? 

You'll  die — 

What's  the  use  of  lov'in? 

You'll  cry — 

What's  the  use  of  kissin'? 

He'll  tell— 

What  the  use  of  anything? 

Aw  Hell! 

— Joan  Jmiq 


REPLY  TO  JOAN   IMIG 
What's   so   wrong   with   dying. 

If  the  game's  won? 
What's  the  use  of  worrying? 

Love's  fun! 
Go  ahead  and  kiss  him. 

He'll  tell. 
The   advertising's  good — 

Like  hell! 

Genevieve  Smith 


Twin  stars  .... 

Two  limpid  pools 

Of  'thereal  blue 

'Neath  two 

Spread    wings   of   sable   hue. 

I  plumb  their  depths. 

Awestruck, 

And  think,   ain't 

It  the 

Nertz?  — Newt 

<J>    ♦     <e> 

MY  WOMAN 
My   babe   is   grand, 
My  gal  is  swell! 
There's  none  like  her 
This  side  of  hell! 
That's   why,    I   guess, 
I   must  confess 
For  her  I  fell! 

One  eye  looks  up, 
The   other,    down — 
One   eye   is   black. 
The  other,   brown! 
But   ne'ertheless 
I  must  confess 
She's  all   my   own! 

Her  brain  is  cracked 
Her  teeth  are,  too 
Her  cheeks  are  white 
Her  lips  are  blue. 
I  think  a  rest 
Would   be   the  best 
Thing  she  could  do! 

I   told   her,   so — 
Her   head   she'll    rest 
Each    Friday    night 
Upon   my   chest! 
That's  why,  I  guess. 
I   must  confess 
I  love  her  best!         — Neivt 


Oh,  woe  is  Joe. 
He  has  the  dough, 
Also  B.  O. 
And  all  say  no. 


O.C.KClNGAMAfVo 

"What's  She  Got  That  I  Ain't  Got?" 


-Jack-O-Lantern 


We  helieve 
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ASLEEP  AT  THE  SWITCH 

-  MILLY  WOODCOCK  - 


"The  four  instincts  of  man  are  hunger,  thirst,  sex, 
and  desire  for  freedom."  lectured  the  psych  prof.  The 
bell  rang,  and  the  class,  seething  with  the  last  instinct 
fought  its  way  to  the  door,  down  the  creaking  stairs, 
and  out  through  the  scaffolding  of  University  Hall. 
But  Gil  McReady  was  not  among  them.  Gil  McReady 
stood  aloof.  With  measured  tread  he  approached  the 
prof,  who  was  already  stowing  his  notes  into  his 
brief  case  for  a  quick  get-away.  Gil  McReady  had  a 
message.  The  prof  saw  this,  and  almost  made  the 
door,  but  Gil  got  him.  "You're  right  about  those 
instincts.  Professor,"  he  said,  "but  I  have  something 
of  scientific  interest  to  add:  one  instinct  leads  to  the 
next  .  .  .  Let  me  tell  you."  The  prof  slithered  back 
to  his  seat,  and  subsided  with  a  sigh. 

"Ah.  Professor."  Gil  began,  draping  his  legs  over 
the  seat  in  front  of  him.  "it  all  began  with  the  hun- 
ger instinct.  One  night,  the  dinner  at  the  House  was 
particularly  lousy.  They  kept  bringing  in  things  like 
macaroni  with  cheese,  fried  egg-plant,  and  finally  that 
nauseous  yellow  custard  with  water-logged  nuts  at  the 
bottom.  I  saw  Bill,  who's  my  roommate,  sort  of 
turning  things  over  with  his  fork.  He  did  not  look 
happy.  I  gave  him  the  high-sign  which  means  'Let's 
go  away  from  this  place,'  which  we  did.  I  had  a  yen 
for  chicken  chop  suey.  Bill  had  yens  enough  to  satisfy 
One  Lung,  who  sells  the  stuff  in  an  atmosphere  of 
temple  bells  and  lotus.  So  we  went  over  to  One  Lung's 
jernt  and  consumed  great  quantities  of  chop  suey.  We 
doused  it  with  bug  juice,  which  is  the  brown  sauce  you 
put  on  it.  and  ate  and  ate.  And  the  more  we  ate.  the 
thirstier  we  became — it's  the  sauce  that  does  it.  Bill 
and  I  don't  like  tea,  especially  when  it  has  lotus 
flowers  floating  around  in  it.  so  we  drank  quarts  of 
water.  And  still  we  felt  drier  than  sarcophagi. 

"We  went  away  from  One  Lung's  place  so  full  of 
chop  suey  that  every  stop  light  looked  like  a  pagoda, 
and  Cooley's  made  us  homesick.  Bill  looked  at  me. 
'Your  eyes  arc  slanting,  and  you're  getting  a  bad  case 
of  jaundice,'  he  said.  We  stopped  at  every  bubbler 
within  the  five-mile  limit,  and  still  we  thirsted.  But 
when  we  got  out  of  the  five-mile  limit  .  .  .  ah.  then!" 

A  light  flickered  in  the  prof's  leaden  eye.  "You're 
coming  to  the  thirst  instinct.  I  take  it?"  he  inquired. 

Gil  went  on  morosely,  "You  may  take  it.  Profes- 
sor: I  don't  want  it.  Bill's  yens  held  out  to  the  bitter 
end,  and  what  thirsts  we  had!  We  were  progressing 
steadily,  emptying  every  little  thing  they  brought  us. 
when  I  happened  to  look  up  at  Bill.  He  was  taking  off 
his  tie.  This  should  have  warned  me.  Always  at  a 
certain  stage.   Bill   wants   to  be  a  Yellowstone   guide. 


He  wants  to  open  up  his  shirt,  stuff  his  pants  into  his 
socks,  and  measure  his  chest  expansion. 

"I  got  him  past  that  stage,  and  he  began  to  get 
sentimental.  He  went  on  at  great  length  about  his 
Dream  Girl,  who  lives  in  Oak  Park  this  month.  He 
decided  that  he  had  to  see  her:  he'd  go  to  Zanzibar,  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  yes,  to  Oak  Park,  just  to  see 
her.  So  we  compromised  and  went  to  Oak  Park. 

"This.  Professor,  is  where  sex  raises  its  ugly  head. 
The  D/eam  Girl  was  home  alone  with  a  sorority 
sister  named  Maude.  Maude  was  blonde,  and  out  of 
common  courtesy.  I  thought  that  she  ought  to  be  kept 
busy  while  Bill  and  his  Dream  Girl  were  off  reasoning 
with  one  another.  She  and  Bill  always  reason  things 
out:  it's  marvelous  how  well  two  people  can  get  along 
that  way.  Maude  had  tact.  She  didn't  say.  'You're 
looped.'  and  shove  me  far  away.  Oh.  no — she  sym- 
pathized with  me.  and  if  there's  one  thing  that  weak- 
ens me.  it's  a  woman's  sympathy.  Professor.  I  began 
to  tell  her  about  my  inner  life,  how  all  my  inhibitions 
and  complexes  dated  back  to  the  time  that  my  mother 
threw  me  down  the  clothes  chute,  mistaking  me  for 
a  bundle  of  soiled  towels.  I  told  Maude  that  she  was 
the  most  understanding  person.  I  told  her  that  never, 
since  my  first  date,  had  anyone  ever  believed  that 
clothes-chute  experience.  I  even  showed  her  the  scar. 

"We're  coming  to  the  last  instinct  now.  Professor. 
Maude  has  turned  out  to  be  one  of  those  clinging 
females.  I  don't  like  Amazons.  Professor,  but  give 
me  a  woman  who  can  stir  her  own  coffee.  Maude 
can't,  without  falling  in.  I  think  that  she's  lurking  in 
the  hall  right  now.  Ah.  Professor,  I  have  that  desire 
for  freedom  surging  through  me  ...  I  feel  like  a 
hunted  man  .  .  ." 


V  '  'w-i""  .      .-? 
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"Yes.  Maudie.  wait  for  me  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs.  The  Professor  has  gone  to  sleep.  I  must  wake 
him  up." 


LETTERS  OF  AN  INFANT  PRODIGY 


Dear  Maw: 

Yep,  it's  me,  your  little  infant 
prodigy,  paralysis,  back  again  after 
all  these  months.  You  probably 
wonder  why  I  haven't  written  late- 
ly— well,  I've  been  in  seclusion  ever 
since  my  voice  cracked  at  the  Glee 
Club  concert  and  spoiled  the  show. 
But  now  I'm  a  basso-profundo — 
and  you  should  see  the  hair  on  my 
chest — two  of  'em — I  part  'em  in 
the  middle.  Yessir,  maw,  every 
inch  a  man — that's  me — at  least 
that's  what  all  the  girls  say  on  the 
rowing  team!  Yeah,  I'm  the  Girls' 
Crew  Manager  —  yesterday  the 
coach  had  them  rowing  in  shorts — 
but  today  they're  going  to  row  in 
combinations,  and  I  gotta  be  there 
to  see   that   there   aren't   any   slips. 

By  the  way,  I  had  a  date  with 
one  of  the  girls  on  the  crew  to  the 
Prom  the  other  night,  and  during 
the  intermission  she  sat  on  my  lap 
.  .  .  soft  lights  .  .  .  faint,  soothing 
music  ...  I  shuddered  slightly  .  .  . 
she  snuggled  closer  .  .  .  she  cooed 
in  my  ear  ...  I  shook  .  .  .  "Tell 
me,  dear,"  she  whispered  .  .  .  "It's 
that  damn  flannel  underwear!"  I 
bellered  .  .  .  and  was  my  face  red! 
But  it  wasn't  as  red  as  it  was  a 
little  later  that  night  when  I  was — 
ah — bidding  my  date  goodnight  at 
the  sorority  house  door  and  up- 
stairs a  girl  shrieks  "Help!  There's 
somebody  here  in  my  bed."  So  I 
dashes  upstairs  and  into  the  room, 
ready  to  do  or  die,  and  hollers 
"Who  is  it."  —  an'  dam'  if  the 
dumb  babe  didn't  say  "It's  me." 
and  bust  out  with  a  loud  horse 
laugh!  I  win  the  water-cooled  ear- 
muffs,  hey  Maw?  But  I  got  even, 
all  right!  "Hey,"  I  said,  "How 
about  a  little  kiss,  babe?"  "Sir!" 
she  said.  "I'll  have  you  know  I  am 
a  woman  with  scruples!"  "Well, 
that's  all  right,"  I  said  as  I  crushed 
her  to  my  manly  chest.  "I've  been 
vaccinated!"  And  with  that  I  left 
her  flat.  I  mean,  her  sorority  house. 


-DAVE  LOTT- 

And  say — I  just  now  found  out 
that  a  Mugwump  is  a  funny  bird' 
that  sits  on  a  fence  with  its  mug 
on  one  side  and  its  wump  on  the 
other.    Some  fun,  hey,  maw? 

I  suppose  I  ought  to  tell  you 
that  I  ain't  been  feeling  so  rosy 
lately  Maw,  but  I  hate  to  —  you 
see  Rose  and  I  aren't  going  to- 
gether any  more  —  she  dyed  her 
hair  platinum  blonde  because  she 
wasn't  satisfied  with  having  just 
gentlemen  prefer  her.  Which  left 
me  not  only  holding  the  bag,  but 
minus  one,  to  boot.  So  I  took  out. 
a  couple  of  carioca  dancers  for 
awhile  —  until  they  got  jealous  of 
each  other — and  decided  to  shake 
for  me.  I  had  a  date  last  month 
with  the  winner,  and  we  were  sit- 
ting in  the  moonlight  when  she 
said  "Ah,  but  this  moonlight 
makes  me  feel  romantic!"  "The 
name,  my  dear,"  I  said.  "Is  Para- 
lysis!" 

But  listen,  Maw,  I  think  I've 
found  the  one  and  only  girl  in  the 
world  for  me!  She's  one  of  these 
"different"  girls  —  No  kidding!  I 
went  to  a  party  over  at  her  sor- 
ority house  one  night,  and  they 
started  to  play  games — somebody 
said,  "Let's  play  house!"  "Swell!" 
I  said.  "I'll  be  the  walls  'cause  I'm 
already  plastered!"  And  all  I  re- 
member after  that  is  that  about  an 
hour  later  I  met  my  sugar — I 
opened  my  wallet  for  a  minute — 
and  there  she  was!  She  started 
things  off  by  telling  me  a  story 
about  her  Pa's  cow  that  ate  Ken- 
tucky blue  grass  —  and  Mooed  In- 
digo. Then  I  kissed  her,  and 
she  said,  "Oh,  Paralysis,  my  lips 
are  for  another!"  "What!"  I  said, 
now  greatly  surprised.  And  she 
sighed,  "Another  kiss,  foolish!" 
Well,  what  would  you  do  in  a  case 
like  that?  That's  what  I  did.  too! 
I  asked  her  for  a  date — and  damned 
if  she  didn't  pull  out  some  "Drome- 
dary's Dried  Dates"  and  start  stuff- 
ing 'em  down  me! 


And  Mother,  listen!  I've  got 
great  news  for  you — I  went  to  a 
fraternity  rushing  party  the  other 
night  and  when  they  found  out 
that  I  was  an  auctioneer's  son,  I 
got  a  bid  right  away!  And  just 
think — the  boys  must  admire  my 
brains  cause  they  all  call  me 
"Sophomoric"  —  and  me  still  a 
freshman!  I  guess  the  Sophomores 
are  going  to  take  me  for  a  moon- 
light canoe  ride  tonight  cause  they 
told  me  to  be  sure  and  bring  a 
paddle  to  the  house  tonight.  I 
told  them  I  could  paddle  my  own 
canoe — but  they  insisted  that  they 
would  rather  paddle  it  themselves. 
Lovely  fellows,  aren't  they.  Maw? 
The  boys  have  treated  me  like  a 
prince — we  went  to  a  burlesque  last 
night  and  I  discovered  for  the  first 
time  the  relation  between  gauze  and 
effect  .  .  .  and  then  when  we  got 
home  again,  I  smoked  my  first  "3 
Little  Pigs"  Cigar — one  puff  and 
I  was  all  in.  And,  by  the  way, 
the  Chinese  cook  here  was  sick  so 
I  gave  him  some  sulphur  and 
molasses  —  and  that  sure  got  a  rice 
out  of  him!  Which,  for  no  good 
reason,  reminds  me  that  I  went  into 
a  hotel  when  I  first  came  here  and 
asked  the  pretty  desk  clerk  to  gimme 
a  room  and  bath.  "I  can  give  you 
room  407,  sir."  she  said.  "But  I'll 
be  damned  if  I'll  wash  any  man's 
back!"  But  she  looked  like  a  gang- 
ster's gal — I'll  bet  she  even  hooked 
rugs  —  so  I  didn't  say  anything 
until  the  next  night  when  I  took 
her  to  dinner  and  spoke  to  the 
garcon  in  French.  She  laughed — 
but  the  laugh  was  on  her  cause  I 
told  the  waiter  to  give  her  the 
check.  And  I  almost  forgot  to 
have  you  ask  the  old  man  to  send 
me  a  check  for  $10.  I  hadda  go 
to  the  dentist  to  have  my  teeth  fixed 
— I  used  the  wrong  bottle  of 
mouthwash  this  morning — and  it 
took  off  all  the  enamel.  Lerv. 
From  your  Infantile, 

PARALYSIS. 
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dear  mehitabel 

in  the  absence  of  the  campus  super-sleuth  that  or- 
dinarily writes  this  filthy  colyum,  i,  archy  the  cock- 
roach, am  doing  my  bit  for  old  aunt  polly. 

well,  i  was  up  to  the  alfafee  house  and  lo  and  behold 
there  was  that  man  again,  Cunningham,  the  droopy 
fysy,  still  thinking  that  he  was  grabba  holts  big  dog 
despite  the  fact  that  a  guy  named  billy  reed  seems  to  be 
filling  that  post  rather  well  at  present,  as  well  as  taking 
up  pretty  much  of  libby  townsends  spare  time  .  .  . 
and  paul  merron,  delt,  is  running  about  an  even  race 
with  regie  of  the  austins  for  the  favor  of  ruth  noyes. 
blonde  kio.  bets  are  on  the  delt  .  .  . 

mickey,   the  mouse  who  sits   in   on   all   the  kappa 
cat  sessions,  brings  news  of  some  rather  recent  bust- 
ups,  among  them  being  the  chippy-wippy  taylor-joyce 
snider  hallucination  .  .  .  the  fan-dance  dostal  -  super- 
sloppy  green  mixup  .  .  .  and  the  hurdy-gurley  -  sardine 
hollinger  affaire   .   .    .   and   that  gurley  is  suh-himply 
ca-a-razy   about    the   big    blond    and    handsome    tap- 
dancer,  preff erred  stock,  who  cavorts  with  her  to  the 
sweet  music  in  the  waa-mu  show  .   .   .   which  moves 
me  to  poetry  .  .  .  hang  on,  mehit ,  here  she  comes  .  .  . 
oh,  here's  to  peg  gurley 
so  sca-rewy  and  squirrley — 
a  typical  k.k.g. 

mills  tried  hard  to  please  her, 
then  vie  had  t'  appease  her — 
"easy  come — easy  go,"  says  she. 
all    of   which   brings   to   mind   the   waa-mu   show, 
mehitabel,  and  .  .  .  wait,  i  feel  .  .  . 

there  was  a  young  morgan  named  bill 
who  thought  that  street  music  was  dill. 
"all  that  this  show  lacks 
is  smooth  dancing  acts, 
not  ballet — but  belly,"  he  cracks. 
there,    now   that   that's   over   .    .    .    i   might   add   that 
most  prominent   among  the  stage-door  Johns  at  the 
show   was  baby-bing,    (first  he  whistles  —  then   he 
squawks)    handwork  .   .   .   and  rabbit  welch  was  all 
hopped-up   and   bothered   whenever   dicki-wicki   fend 
wasn't  at  the  door  .  .  .  and  jean  smith  insisted  that 
chorus-man    question    mark    linehan     was     an     exact 
double  for  bing  crosby — but  then,  maybe  she  wasn't 
wearing  those  kappa  cheaters  of  hers   when  she  saw 
him  .  .  .  which  reminds  me — 
a  young  chorus-man  named  morrell 
is  yearning  and  burning  like  hell 
for  a  theta  named  bonnie 
now  isn't  it  fonny 
that  he'd  fall  for  this  smooth  southern  belle? 


pretty  lousy,  ain't  it     ..   .  well,  try  this  one  on  your 
banjo — 

there  came  a  young  lady  from  dixie 
who  was  very  foxy  and  trtxy 
she  gave  not  a  dam 
so  she  pledged  delta  gam 
and  now  has  the  men  "going  dixie." 
well,   mehitabel.   i   figger   i  had   better   give  up   the 
poetry  and  stick  to  bare  facts  .  .  .  but  anyhow,  here's 
true   fidelity    for   you — marion   brailsford.   gammafy. 
always  sits  as  close  to  the  pool  as  possible  in  order 
to  cheer  on  her  hero  highland  in  his  aquatic  triumphs 
— as  a  result,  she  frequently  emerges  from  a  meet  wet- 
ter than  the  swimmers  themselves  .  .  .  and  the  south- 
ern breezes  bring  rumors  of  the  swell  time  bob  scheible, 
chuck  weideman.  frank  wenter.  and  deke  kendall  had 
together  on  the  beach  at  miami  recently  .  .  .  judging 
by  the  amount  of  tan  brought  back,  a  hot  time  was 
had  by  all  .  .  .  and  did  you  know  that  one  of  the  best 
and  most  legitimate  enterprises  on  campus  is  that  of 
the  university  entertainment  service,  run  by  two  bud- 
ding financiers,  chile  southward  and  rog  larson — they 
specialize   in   orchestras   and   country   clubs — just  ask 
'em,  exclamation  point  .  .  .  jane  fauntz  has  folded  her 
tents  and  gone  back  to  the  heathen  Mini — well,  happy 
hunting  down  there,  fauntz.  oV  gal — archy  the  cock- 
roach misses  you  at  least  .  .  .  and  now  an  envoi  to  the 
pride  and  joy  of  the  pyfy  house  .  .  . 
oh,  swallow  a  tear  for  rusty  orr 
who  just  can't  stand  these  men  that  snore, 
which  is  foo  bad  for  her,  by  heck — 
cause  our  snore  champ  is — holly  peck. 

so  what,  mehitabel.  so  what  .  .  . 
mary  jane  falcon,  kio  menace  of  honeymoon  cruise 
fame,  is  cruising  around  evanston.  ask  bill  hubbell  .  .  . 
patterson.  the  blushing  journalist,  is  lost  with  the 
tridelts  gerda  in  italy.  he'll  have  to  raise  a  beard  to 
compete  with  balbo  .  .  .  howell  long  will  it  be  before 
eleanor  falk.  kio,  stops  speaking  of  maurie,  sae,  as  a 
family  friend? 

bill  schmus,  signew.  has  the  faith  of  centuries  in 
his  bonded  brethren — 

hung  his  pin  on  jean, 

the  sigma  nus  were  gay, 

for  the  pledges  have  to  date  her 

when  bill  schmus  is  away. 

jean  doesn't  mind  it  either, 
this  kio  girl  has  luck, 
the  pledge  he  sent  to  date  her 
was  the  dancing  demon  chuck. 
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now    turning    from    the    kappa    house    and   mickey 
mouse,  i  next  pass  on  the  good  news  that  albritton- 
husepotterhoaglandzimmerrnanlennoxivhiddenlottand- 
yoder,  members  in  good  standing  of  the  salmon  club, 
are  pleased  to  welcome  a  new  fish  into  their   midst, 
brother  olson's  pin   having   been   hooked    at    last   by 
si'sfer  jones  of  the  theta  club  .   .   .  which  calls  for — 
naida  was  a  wayward  theta 
all  the  fish  would  naida  data 
first  a  phi  psi,  then  a  beta — 
till  the  night  when  ollie  came, 
from  then  on  naida  weren't  the  same, 
singing,  hail  phi  delta  theta 
for  aye. 

the  ayes  have  it  .  .  .  but  as  for  the  ex-football  players. 
have  you  seen  kostbades  nifty  little  brief  case  question 
mark  .  .  .  di  mi.  exclamation  point,  you  must  come 
up  to  tea  some  time  muh  deah.  rilly  .  .  .  and  leave  it 
to  stan  Jacobs  to  find  a  pleasant  oasis  in  the  deserted 
executive  office  at  the  charity  ball  .  .  .  why  go  to  wil- 
mette  harbor  .  .  .  and  by  the  way  men,  if  you're  look- 
ing for  a  new  and  refreshing  type  of  date,  try  and  get 
one  with  bonnie  duderstadt.  yeah,  that's  what  i  said, 
duderstadt — a  new  kappa  soph  pledge  from  kansas 
city — and  is  she  smooth — undt  how  .  .  .  the  same 
also  applies  to  lee  ward,  frosh  d.  g.  pledge  from  the 
south  .  .  .  and  Jackie  scutcir.  gamafy,  and  pearson  gra- 
ham, s.  a.  e..  are  hitting  on  all  six  again,  pearson  was 
all  broken  up  for  three  weeks  because  jackie  made  a 
face  at  him  .  .  . 

also — has  anyone  ever  seen  the  look  in  brad's  eyes 
when  ginny  chase,  the  deltagam.  hovers  into  sight? 
heretofore,  only  a  kappa  could  put  that  look  in  a 
fysy's  eyes  .  .  . 

and  as  for  the  delta  gamma  night  club  ...  oh  boy 
mehitabel  ...  it  was  a  howling  raving  success  .  .  . 
everybody  nearly  went  nertz  between  the  chorus  .  .  . 
and  pickles  and  ice  cream  .  .  .  and  the  cataclysmic 
lighting  effects  .  .  .  when  the  orchestra  played  tiger 
rag,  the  lights  reminded  one  of  a  cross  between  a 
typhoon  and  a  good  sock  in  the  kisser  .  .  .  and  that 
gal  was  there  again  with  her  little  ditty  about  howm 
i  doin  hey  hey  tweet  tweet  tweet  twat  twat  .  .  .  and 
bill  mccurdy  was  flitting  hither  and  yon  with  that 
sheep-dip  dance  of  his  .  .  .  as  was  my  bosom  pal 
hullinger  .  .  .  not  to  mention  ed  sunderland,  bill  gates, 
clack  barker,  and  numerous  other  fish, 
of  course,  while  on  the  subject  of  school  dances,  there 
is  the  miami  triad  which  must  not  be  overlooked  .  .  . 
there  was  hardly  anyone  there  .  .  .  the  band  sounded 
like  lombardo  .  .  .  the  floor  show  was  lovely  .  .  . 
everyone  had  a  wonderful  time  .  .  .  the  girls  all  looked 
like  movie  actresses  .  .  .  the  men  were  all  resplendent 
in  tails  .  .  .  the  chaperones  weren't  bored  stiff  .  .  . 
everyone  hated  to  leave  at  twelve  .  .  .  and  everyone 
was  as  sober  as  a  judge  .  .  .  boy — some  dance! 
and  oh  yes  mehitabel,  i  just  got  a  couple  hot  tips  on 
the  d.  u.  party  of  recent  date  ...  it  seems  that  frank 


keeran's  little  tap  dance  was  almost  too  much  for 
the  boy — and  loretta  white  was  seen  there  with  not 
one  but  three  big  butter  and  egg  men  .  .  .  and  libby 
townsend  going  athletic  with  nel  culver  .  .  .  and  as  a 
little  prediction,  don't  be  surprised  if  you  see  rockte 
nelson's  pin  being  worn  by  clay  hoffer  one  of  these 
days — but  as  for  the  rest  of  the  campus  and  their  pins, 
it  seems  love  is  a  forgotten  art.  which  reminds  me 
that  jack  heuss.  ring  master  of  the  wrangler  jernt, 
has  been  crossing  ginny  Johnson  of  the  theta  side 
show  —  and  she  in  turn  has  been  giving  him  the 
merry  old  circle  .  .  .  mort  berk,  an  m.  d.  headed 
wrangler,  is  really  going  social — last  week  he  dates 
every  night  but  Saturday  when  he  had  to  work, 
am  i  morf-ified!  .  .  .  and  may  i,  archy  the  cockroach, 
nominate  for  complete  and  lasting  oblivion  the  fol- 
lowing aesthetic  athletes  who  have  been  seen  of  late 
flitting  yither  and  thon  from  class  to  class,  on  roller 
skates!  phil  slep.  thaddeus  skinner,  lea  luechner.  bobby 
breen  and  the  pride  and  joy  of  the  delt  house,  little 
jackie  bearden!  archy  will  wager  that  when  they 
swim  they  don't  need  water  wings  .  .  .  but  what 
was  little  joanny  wakeman  of  the  kappa  house  doing 
with  a  big  bridal  bokay  the  other  day?  bill  gates 
ought  to  know,  but  he  doesn't.  ...  so  at  last  faye 
dyson  of  the  dear  old  delta  gees  has  landed  the  peeper 
hullinger — jeez,  mahit,  it  must  be  spring!  .  .  .  and 
by  the  way,  what  five  out  of  the  nine  girls  that  carlton 
menamer.  phi  delt,  asked  to  the  miami  triad  said  they 
were  leaving  for  miami  itself  in  a  week?  .  .  .  marge 
odegarde.  tis  said,  now  hath  a  kappa  sig  pin  from 
dertemouth,  hangover,  n.  h.  .  .  .  and  it  looks  like  the 
wedding  bells  will  ne'er  more  ring  out  for  marion 
hedrick  and  ward  myers.  as  well  as  bill  gates  and 
marie  Stevenson — a  pity — and  just  at  this  time  of 
year,  too! 

and  now,  in  closing — archy  wants  to  extend  a  nice 
large  bokay  to  that  theta  nit — i  mean  wit — dot  moyer 
— for  having  managed  to  stay  out  of  the  peeper  for 
two  consecutive  days!  (the  darn  column  wasn't  run 
on  thurs.  or  friday.) 

and  so,  mehitable.  i  bid  thee  a  hasta  luego  .   .   . 
archy  the  cockroach. 


"Did  YOU  Throw  That  Oyster?" 


HOW  NOT  TO  HANG  YOUR  PIN 


-  PATRICIA  FRAZIER  - 


"In  the  spring  a  young  man's 
fancy  lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of 
love,   and  all  such  things." 

Scoff,  dear  readers,  if  you  will, 
but  sad  to  relate  the  disease  is  un- 
usually prevalent  in  the  dorms  for 
superior  morons,  fraternity  row. 
The  PARROT  is  again  doing  its 
duty.  It  knows  the  robber  prices 
that  certain  respectable  jewelry 
firms  charge  to  replace  pins  which 
are  "hung"  or  otherwise  lost,  and 
seeing  its  duty  docs  it,  by  telling 
you,  "How  Not  To  Hang  Your 
Pin." 

When  balmy  breezes  tap  the 
balmy  male  between  the  eyes  he 
becomes  even  more  susceptible  to 
the  wiles  of  the  Northwestern 
woman  (only  one  out  of  three 
isn't  a  beauty  queen) ,  but  let  him 
study  these  lessons  if  he  will,  and 
no  one,  alluring  though  she  be, 
will  be  able  to  wrest  from  him 
that  little  symbol  of  brotherly 
love,  the  fraternity  pin.  We  pro- 
ceed to 


Lesson   I 

Stay  Offa  Moonlit   Piers 

On  these  piers,  so  comfortably 
adjacent  to  our  halls  of  learning, 
occur  at  least  eighty-five  percent  of 
the  casualties.  A  Phi  Delta,  a  Lamb- 
da Chi,  or  even  an  invulnerable 
Sigma  Nu,  seem  inspired  by  the 
music  of  the  waves,  the  light  of 
the  moon,  and  the  warmth  of  the 
air,  to  get  rid  of  their  pins,  and 
quickly.  All  of  spring's  gentle 
lures  draw  it  firmly  from  their 
vests,  and  press  them  above  the 
heart  of  the  woman,  who  may  not 
even  be  a  beauty  queen,  and  might 
even  be  a  Phi  Bete.  But  if  you 
don't  have  a  car,  and  you've  seen 
both  local  movies,  and  you  do  want 
a  date,  then  sit  on  the  piers,  but 
remember 


Lesson   II 

Stand   on   Your   Head 

and  Look  at  Her 

On  reaching  the  pier  stand  on 
your  head  and  look  at  her.  No 
woman  is  beautiful  upside  down 
(?),  and  pinning  propensities  are 
subdued  for  the  evening.  (If  the 
effect  wears  off  stand  on  head 
again.) 

Then  you  may  want  protection 
for  other  occasions,  such  as  the 
Interfraternity  Ball.  The  past  two 
don't  work,  unless  said  function  is 
held  in  the  gym,  which  it  might 
be.      Therefore  try 

Lesson  III 
Take  Along  a  Safety  Pin 

There  is  a  certain  kind  of  un- 
subtle  creature,  which  can't  do  it 
any  other  way,  and  which  habitu- 
ally breaks  its  shoulder  straps  at 
dances,  making  a  large  collection 
of  fraternal  jewelry  thereby.  Re- 
member that  ahead  of  time  she  has 
ripped  her  strap,  so  that  at  the' 
crucial  moment,  when  she  sees 
you're  feeling  soft,  she  can  snap  it 
and  say,  "Oh  I  broke  my  shoulder 
strap,  won't  you  see  if  you  can 
find  a  pin?" 

This  is  where  you  fool  her. 
Leave  the  jewelry  on  your  vest, 
produce  a  safety  pin  from  your 
pocket,  (Purchaseablc  at  Wool- 
worth's  for  ten  for  a  dime)  and 
save  much  much  money.  If  she 
doesn't  try  this  feeble  trick  she  may 
try  an  even  worse  one.   Learn 

Lesson  IV 
Don't  Exchange  Pins 

There's  malice  in  that  baby 
voice  that  says,  "Wouldn't  it  be 
funny  if  we  swapped  pins  for  the 
evening?"  This  is  an  old  and  trust- 
ed trick.  It  is  even  funnier  four 
hours  later,  when  by  some  feminine 
subterfuge  she  gets  back  her  own, 
and  forgets  to  come  through  with 


yours.  There  are  many  ways  to 
combat  this  but  the  best  is  to  pre- 
tend that  you  can't  get  it  off,  and 
to  think  to  yourself,  "Any  woman 
who  has  to  get  them  this  way  must 
be  hard  up.  I'll  look  for  one  who's 
a  bit  shakier."  You're  still  ro- 
mantic. You're  eaten  alive  with 
it.  Nothing  will  down  it.  When 
you  stand  it  in  the  moonlight  it 
makes  you  go  insane.  It  drives  you 
mad  to  think  about  it  at  night. 
Learn  Lesson  V.  It's  strenuous, 
but  it's  guaranteed  to  cure.  Follow 
through,  and  you'll  emerge  yet 
single. 


Le 


V 


Exercise  Extraordinary 

Grab  what  you  think  might  be 
the  one  and  only.  Tell  her  to  put 
on  flat  heeled  shoes  and  go  for  a 
walk.  In  the  spring  even  North- 
western co-eds  thinks  that  walking 
might  be  fun.  for  a  couple  of 
blocks.  Walk  her  for  miles  and 
miles.  She  will  get  hot,  and  her 
face  will  get  red.  She's  human, 
though  you  may  not  have  believed 
it  till  now,  and  before  long  she'll 
be  streaked  with  perspiration.  The 
jaunty  beret  will  be  removed,  and  a 
mass  of  carefully  coiffed  curls  will 
be   reduced    to   stringy    wisps. 

A  blister  on  each  heel  will  serve 
to  ruin  her  temper.  Chapped  lips 
will  go  far  to  finish  it.  Glossy 
white  nail  tips  will  slowly  turn 
grey,  and  when  she  falls  from 
exhaustion,  no  sooner,  stand  her  in 
a  sunny  place  and  look  at  her. 
You  won't  want  to  hang  your  pin. 
It's  lucky  you  won't  because  if  you 
tried  it  she'd  probably  throw  it  at 
you.      You're   safe. 

You've  tried  it?  She  looks  like 
that  and  it's  cute?  Peace  be  with 
you.  Licenses  issued  wholesale,  at 
Crown  Point,  Indiana,  two  dollars 
per. 


=  -AND  HOW! 

-As  Told  to  NANCY  LEWIS  By- 

Al  Sawyer — Well,  you  see  Marge  had  a  big  fuzzy 
beret  on,  one  night  in  Cooky's — and  she  kept  saying 
she  was  hungry — so  I  just  pulled  the  wool  over  her 
eyes  and  she  never  knew  what  hunger! 

Ollie  Olson — If  I  remember  tightly,  Naida  an'  me 
were  sayin'  goodnight  to  each  other  and  pop!  goes  a 
strap.  Well,  shucks,  I  could  see  how  badly  she  need- 
ed a  pin — so  I  ran  back  to  the  house  and  got  mine 
for  her. 

George  Gunason — To  tell  you  the  truth — I  stuck 
it  into  Edyth  in  self-defense. 

Butch  Potter — Well,  I  sez  to  Martha  one  night, 
"Listen  you  little  punk,  you've  been  stringin'  me 
long  enough!  Either  you  take  this  pin,  or  I'll  push 
your  beautiful  face  in!"  "Strike  if  you  must  this  cute 
brown  head — but  keep  your  gosh  dern  pin!"  she  said. 
So  I  hung  one  on  her. 

Stan  Jacobs — I  hung  my  pin  on  Shirley  well,  just 
for  the  hell  of  it  I  guess!  And  did  I  catch  hell  when 
I  got  home! 

Jim  Emery — Four  out  of  five  girls  at  the  Theta 
house  have  it — a  pin  I  mean,  so,  being  a  fish,  I  had- 
dock keep  in  the  swim  with  Betty.  It  all  turned  out 
for  the  bass,  anyway. 

Al  Early — I  never  take  a  dare,  see?  My  big  mis- 
take was  in  telling  Ginny — cause  she  sure  was  quick 
to  take  advantage  of  it.     No  sooner  said,  than  dared! 

Bob  Albritton — You  see,  Marion,  being  a  typical 
Gimme  Phi,  had  those  sticky  Gimme  this  and  Gimme 
that  fingers — and  the  first  chance  she  gets — she  gloms 
my  pin.  Well,  I  don't  mind  her  taking  ways  so 
much — -but  when  she  gets  molasses  on  my  fraternity 
pin — that's  the  last  straw! 

THE 


Bill  Schmus — I  was  showing  Jean  my  name  on  the 
back  of  my  pin  one  night,  and  the  darn  thing  slipped 
down  her  back,  and — ah— well,  she  jumped  up  and 
down  a  few  times — but  it  didn't  fall  out,  so — ah — 
well,  gee  whiz!  What  would  you  have  done  in  a  case 
like  that?    Oh  yeah?    Well — I'm  bashful. 

<S>       ♦       <«> 

BLACK  CURSE 

Black,  black  feet,  that  stamp  and  thud  in  the  stag- 
nant dead  earth 

Black  feet  that  dance  in  mud  and  shake  and  twist 
in  grotesque  mirth 

Black  feet  that  beat  and  pound  into  his  reeling  head 

And  drums  that  rumble  and  boom  in  the  jungle  of 
the   dead. 

White  eyes  wide  and  crazed  and  glazed  ...  he  gazed 
.  .  .  and  gazed  .  .  . 

Dumb    dark    trees,    entangled,    in    creeping    twisting 

brush, 
Echoed  a  thud,   thud-thud,  boom  thud,   through  tht' 

hush. 

Now   far  away   with   me  he   sits,   surrounded  by  his 

treasured   kill, 
But  by  his  mad-infected  eye   I  know  he  hears  them 

still 
In  this,  his  skin-walled  trophy  room — 
Thud,   thud-thud,   boom-thud  boom. 

— Anonymous 
<$>      ♦     <8> 

Chi  O  (just  operated  on  for  appendicitis)  :  Oh. 
doctor,  will  the  scar  show? 

Doctor:  Not  if  you  are  careful. 

— Rammer- Jammer 

HUNT 
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"Yeah!   Dat's  What  I  Said— Oichids  fer  de  Ball!" 

«>        ♦        <3> 

SCRAMS 
Play  egg.  and  beat  it. 

Imitate  a  hoop,  and  roll  yourself  out  of  here. 
Make  a  sound  like  a  breeze  and  blow  away, 
Have  you  a  match  little  girl? 
NO 
Brr.  take  this  one  and  warm  yourself. 


t  Nominate 
for  Ijonnr- 


The  bells  of  honor  ring  once  more  and  we  pride 
ourselves  immensely  on  our  return  to  a  serious  nom- 
ination. 

With  heartfelt  consideration  we  nominate  Hal 
Logan  for  Drastic  Honor.  Many  of  you  may  won- 
der why — so  do  we — but  the  only  answer  we  can 
possibly  give  is  "Why  not?" 

The  thing  about  Hal  that  really  strikes  home  is 
the  way  he  manages.  His  managing  ability  will  hold 
him  in  great  domestic  stead  some  one  of  these  fair 
days.  How  Hal  can  possibly  do  the  things  he  does 
and  still  hold  on  to  the  busy  existence  of  college  life 
is  at  least  a  handful  of  puzzles  to  us.  His  roommate 
tells  us  confidentially  that  he  sees  Hal  once  every  two 
weeks  and  then  it's  at  mealtimes. 

There's  no  question  but  that  Hal  goes  around  some 
— in  fact  we're  suspicious  that  he's  going  around  most 
of  the  time — one  of  these  dizzy  blondes.  Dizz  may 
come  and  dizz  may  go,  but  love  is  blond. 

What  more  can  we  say  for  Hal — it's  the  fantastic 
mystery  surrounding  him.  the  curly  permanent  wave 
of  his  hair,  the  enchanting  light  in  his  eyes,  the  gen- 
ial charm  of  his  smile  combined  with  this  indescrib- 
able, intangible,  unobtainable,  mystifying  secret  of 
his  success  in  the  manipulation  of  life  at  such  an  early 
age  that  inspires  us  to  nominate  him  for  immediate 
Honor,  we  feel  justified — so  what  the  Hal! 


... 


$ 
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In  haste  we  rush  to  nominate  for  a  hurried  but 
perpetual  oblivion,  Al  Early,  the  one  time  was-to- 
have-been  journalist. 

Al  has  one  of  the  steadiest  and  most  permanent 
hangovers  which  it  has  ever  been  our  displeasure  to 
behold — he  is  just  a  constant  headache.  Ever  since 
he  was  editor  of  the  Syllabus  he  thinks  he  is  Queen 
of  the  May,  President  of  His  Class,  and  three  letter 
athlete,  and  everything  else  that  adds  up  to  a  raw, 
raw  college  boy.  Personally  we  believe  he  would 
have  a  much  better  chance  at  the  first  of  these  accom- 
plishments than  either  of  the  last  two — if  the  judging 
wasn't  in  bathing  suits — then  alas  a  lack  of  real  hon- 
est to  goodness  sex  appeal  would  leave  Al  in  the  cold. 

The  feelings  he  arouses  within  us  are  beyond  words 
to  express.  He  might  easily  be  contrasted  in  his 
thoroughness  and  reliability  to  an  eight-ounce  box  of 
Epsom  Salts,  and  what  a  brain— it's  about  as  one 
track  as  the  mind  of  a  day  old  calf,  and  has  the  same 
number  of  ideas. 

Al  in  Al  we  like  Early — and  think  he  is  a  fine  up- 
standing example  of  all  the  characteristics  which  suc- 
cessful youth  should  not  acquire. 

With  these  thoughts  in  mind  let  us  regress  (we 
must,  to  do  it)  and  nominate  Al  Early  for  the  most 
serious  and  permanent  oblivion  of  which  we  are 
capable. 

♦       ♦       $> 


lM»»*.». 


"Looking  for  Her  Fodder" 
<$>        ♦        <?■ 

"Say,   what's  that  fellow  doing  under  the  table?" 
"Oh,    him?    He's    either    drunk    or    the    waiter    is 
bringing  the  check." 

— Voo  Doo 


- 


SIMILES 
As   particular  as  a  dog  in  the  woods. 
As   pure  as  a  Freshman  on  his  first  date. 
As   popular  as  a  police  dog  in  a  sorority  house. 
As   useless  as  brassieres  in  the  South  Sea  Islands. 
As   secure  as  an  A.  E.  Phi  on  a  desert  island. 
As   outstanding  as  Morton  Downey  in  a  male  choir. 
As   safe  as  a  hat  at  open  house. 


•t 
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COLLEGE 

as  it  appears  to  the 


Hi  School   Senior 

College    Freshman 

College  Senior 

College   Grad 

HATLESS 

GREEN  CAPS 

DERBIES 

TOPPERS 

COLLEGIATES 
FOOTBALL    HEROES 

SCRUB  TEAMS 

ALL  AMERICAN 
SIXTH  TEAM 

PRO  BALL 

BEAUTIFUL    CO-EDS 

LEFT-OVER 
WET-SMACKS 

FRESHMAN 
WOMFN 

WIFE  AND 
SIX  KIDS 

FORMAL  BALLS 

SNAP   COURSES 

FULL-TUITION 
SCHOLARSHIPS 

NAVY   BRAWLS 

"F"   NOTICES 

NIGHT-WATCHMAN 

SENIOR  HOPS 

SUMMER  SCHOOL 
MAKE-UPS 

ALUMNI   FLOPS 

SHEEPSKINS 

$  1 5  PER  TO  START 

SUMMER 

HOT-BOX 

RACKETS 

HOMECOMING 

RUSHING 

PLEDGING 

INITIATION 

BROTHERS  IN  THE 

BEER   PARTIES 

HELL  WEEK 

BULL   SESSIONS 

BOND! 

•   

• 

Hah-ray!  Boss,  just  think,  I've  just  become  a 
father  for  the  fifth  time! 

Say,  Sam,  that's  swell!  But  listen — seriously  now, 
Sam,  why  don't  you  start  taking  your  wife  out  to 
a  movie  at  night? 

<?>♦<$> 

Pi  Phi:  "Hey,  Orchid,  shall  I  tell  your  boy-friend 
to  wait  out  in  the  car?  He's  scorching  all  the  varnish 
off  the  piano  bench!" 

<$>       ♦       ■• 


"Now,"  said  the  professor,  "pass  all  your  papers 
to  the  end  of  the  row;  have  a  carbon  sheet  under  each 
one,  and  I  can  correct  all  the  mistakes  at  once." 

— Columbus 
«•       ♦       ® 

Prof,  (during  examination) — Will  some  gentle- 
man who  isn't  using  his  textbook  be  so  kind  as  to 
let  me  have  it  for  a  few  moments? 

— Bean pot 
s>       ♦       «> 


-     "O 


Page  Nineteen 


^IQCTMWTlElEfN  piPPiFpACCCT 


IVpPTHWE/TEEW  ptPPILF  pABROT 


Page  Twenty 


FRESH  FISH 

A  Short,  Short  Story  by  DAVE  LOTT 


The  four-piece  band  sighs, 
"That's  all!''  and  the  jam  that  is 
always  present  at  any  free  dance 
at  Northwestern  begins  to  heave 
and  buck  out  the  door,  its  members 
muttering  curses  to  one  another  in 
the  crush.  I  step  on  an  innocent  toe 
and  fling  an  apology  over  my 
shoulder. 

"Hey,  you!"  A  voice  causes  me 
to  turn  and  I  am  face  to  face  with 
a  couple  of  the  brethren,  Harry  and 
Jack.  "Where  in  hell  y'  goin'?" 

"Aw,  hello,  fellas!  To  a  movie. 
Wanta  come  along?" 

"Hell,  yes!"  Harry  says.  "Any- 
thing to  get  away  from  this  mess." 

"Okay,  let's  go  to  the  Chicago 
and  see  'Follies  of  1934.'  I  hear 
there's  some  nice  babes  in  it."  This 
from  Jack. 

So  we  pile  into  my  Plymouth 
and  drive  downtown,  talking  about 
the  current  subjects  uppermost  in  a 
college  Junior's  mind,  which  range 
from  women  to  rackets.  We  reach 
the  theater,  park,  go  inside  and 
stumble  down  the  dark  aisle  to  our 
seats.  That  little  nip  at  Smith's 
that  I  had  before  the  Open  House 
has  produced  a  delightful  edge!  I 
let  out  a  little  yip  of  pure  delight 
as  we  sit  down.  As  soon  as  I  can 
see  in  the  darkness,  I  notice  that  I 
am  seated  in  back  of  two  babes. 
The  smaller  one  in  front  of  me  gives 
me  a  profile  to  look  at  that  is  not 
bad  at  all.  I  nudge  Jack  to  give 
her  the  once-over.  At  that  moment 
the  little  one  turns  around  osten- 
sibly to  fix  her  coat  and  gives  me 
the  come-on.  Mentally  I  howl, 
"Whoops!" 

"Let's  go!"  I  say  to  Jack  and 
Harry  as  the  two  babes  go  walking 
slowly  up  the  aisle.  We  follow  them 
out  to  the  street,  across  it,  and  into 
a  Walgreen's. 

"Jees!"  Harry  says  as  we  line  up 
at  the  fountain,  "What  the  hell 
kind  of  a  game   V   you  two  guys 


playin'    anyway  —  Lemme    play, 

too!" 

"Listen!"   I  tell  Harry,   "lay  off 

these   babes — what    would    Hanley 

say?" 
\       The  two  gals  are  seated  at  a  table 
.^behind  us  and  I  catch  the  little  one's 

eye   in   the   mirror   every   now   and 

then.  She  looks  like  a  push-over — 

and   a   smooth  little   number,    too! 

They  don't  often  come  like  that. 

The  tall  one  goes  over  to  the 
cashier's  desk.  Jack  says,  "Watch 
me!"  and  strolls  over  and  says  some- 
thing in  her  ear.  Oh-oh!  She  doesn't 
give  him  a  tumble!  She  slips  him 
a  dirty  glance  and  starts  to  walk 
off.  Well,  Columbus  took  a  chance! 
So  I  get  up  and  walk  over  to  the 
little  one's  table  by  the  door. 

"Pardon  me,"  I  say.  "But 
haven't  I  seen  you  somewhere  be- 
fore?" 

"Fresh!"  she  says,  and  hauls  off 
and  slaps  me  a  good  wallop.  Quick 
as  thought  I  bend  down,  tilt  her  chin 
up.  kiss  her,  and  while  she's  still 
gaspin',  sweep  her  into  my  arms  and 
carry  her  out  the  door  to  the  car. 
Masterful — that's  me!  A  regular. 
Tarzan  with  the  babes! 

"Mary!"  Her  pal  cries  as  we 
go  out  the  door.  I  put  her  in  the 
front  seat  and  happen  to  see  the 
initials  M.  S.  on  her  handbag. 

"Listen!"  I  says.  "I  pulled  you 
all  over  the  Fair  one  night.  Mary 
Smith,  don't  you  remember  me? 
The  rickshaw  boy?" 

"Oh!"  she  gasps.  "How  did  you 
know  my  name  was — ?" 

"That's  how,"  I  says. 

"I — I'm  sorry  I  slapped  you: 
I  thought  you  were  just  some  fresh 
mug — but  I  guess  you're  not,  arc 
you — can  you  forgive  me?" 

"Sure,  if  you'll  let  me  drive  you 
home.  How  about  it?" 

"Why.  y-yes.  I'd  love  to  have 
you!" 


So  I  drive  her  cross-town,  and 
on  the  way  she  snuggles  up  to  me, 
in  a  way  that  makes  my  pulse  tin- 
gle, and  sighs  how  sorry  she  was 
that  she'd  been  so  hasty  in  slapping 
me  down.  I  tell  her  to  forget  it,  and 
kiss  her.  This  one  hits  me  like  a 
shot  of  rye,  so  I  stop  on  the  Outer 
Drive  just  to  make — ah — make  sure 
the  lake  is  calm!  It  is,  but  I'm  not! 

We  finally  arrive  at  her  apart- 
ment, and  she  scribbles  me  a  note 
with  her  telephone  number  on  it. 
(Me — well.    I'm   floating   on   air!) 

"Open  this  in  five  minutes  by 
your  watch!"  she  says  as  she  gets 
out  and  runs  in.  So  I  wait  a  couple 
of  minutes  and  then  reach  in  my 
watch-pocket  to  see  what  time  it 
was  getting  to  —  Migawd!  The 
watch's  gone!  Frisked!  What  the 
hell?  I  open  the  note  and  read: 
"Dear  Sucker:  Thanks  for  the  ride, 
the  kiss  and  the  watch.  I  oughta  get 
enough  for  it  to  pay  the  rent  money. 
And  the  name  is  Stevens,  not  Smith. 
Mr.  Rickshaw  boy!  What's  more, 
I've  never  been  to  the  Fair  at  night, 
because  I  work  suckers  at  night — 
this  was  one  of  them!  Love,  Mary, 
p.  s.  I  don't  live  here,  Mr.  Sherlock 
Holmes,  so  save  your  time!" 

"Well.  I'm  damned!"  I  think 
as  I  drive  slowly  back  to  pick  up  a 
safer  quarry,  Harry  and  Jack.  I 
never  pushed  a  rickshaw  in  my  life 
— but  that  part  was  oke.  What  was 
worrying  me  was  just  what  choice 
names  my  room-mate  would  call  me 
when  he  found  out  I'd  been  played 
for  fish  and  lost  his  old  man's 
watch! 

«•  ♦  «> 


'Hon 


ey, 


yo    all  marry  me; 


'Why,  this  is  all  so  southern!" 


The  man  blows  against  the  match  box.  The  candle 
flame  is  sucked  toward  the  box  by  the  air  drag-  which 
occurs.  The  same  thing  happens  behind  the  square  d- 
otf  rear  of  ordinary  cars.    That's  air  drag. 


Now  look.  We  try  the  same  thing1  with  an  egg. 
The  air  slips  easily  around  the  streamlined  shape  .  .  . 
blowing  the  flame  aiuay  from  the  egg  and  quickly 
extinguishing  the  flame.    That's  air  flow. 


MAKE   THIS   TEST  .   .   .  YOU   CAN    ACTUALLY   SEE    THE    DIFFERENCE! 


The  egg  and  match-box  test  illustrates  very  simply  what 
Chrysler  engineers  have   proved  with   scientific   exact- 
itude in  the  Chrysler  wind  tunnel. 

In  literally  hundreds  of  tests,  they  measured  air  resistance 
in  terms  of  pounds  of  pressure  .  .  .  observed  streamers  and 
smoke  in  the  airstream  .  .  .  and  actually  charted  air  cur- 
rents on  graphite-smeared  metal  plates. 

When  you  ride  in  an  Airflow*  Chrysler,  you  can  actually 
see  rain  run  uphill  on  the  windshield  .  .  . 
see  how  the  airstream  carries  practi- 
cally all  mud  and  dust  away  from 
the  rear  of  the  car  .  .  .  note 
the  absence  of  wind  roar 
even  at  speeds  close  to 
100  miles  an  hour. 

True  stream- 
line. . .  dynamic 
balance.. .  these 
are  the  two  fac- 
tors that  make 
the     Airflow 


Chryslers  so  fast  and  efficient,  and  so  astonishing  in  riding 
qualities.  A  few  miles  behind  the  wheel  will  give  you  the 
biggest  thrill  you've  ever  had  driving  a  motor  car.    Try  it! 

Write  for  the  interesting  booklet  which  describes  the  ro- 
mantic development  of  Floating  Ride.  Address  the  Chrysler 
Sales  Corporation,  12 199  East  Jefferson  Ave. ,  Detroit,  Mich. 

FOUR  DISTINGUISHED   1934  MODELS  -Chryslrr  Airflow 

Eight  .  .  .  122    horsepower    and    123-inch    wheelbase.    Six-passenger    Sedan.     Brougham 
and    Town    Sedan,    five -passenger    Coupe.      All    body    types.    $1245. 

Chrysler    Airflow    Imperial  ...  no  horsepower 

,   128-inch  wheelbase.    5tx-passenger  Sedan  ind  Town 
Sedan,  five-passenger  Coupe.    All  body  types,  $1495. 

Airflow  Custom    Imperial   .  .  .  150- 

horsepower    .    .    .    146-inch  wheelbase    .    .    . 
Individualized  body  types,  prices  on 

request.     1934  Chrysler  Six 
.    .    .    With   independently 
sprung  front  n.vheels  .  . 


THE    ANSWER    TO    A 


$  7  9  5  .  All     rY, 


F.  0.  B.  Finer,,  Dttnit. 
*Name  Copyrighted  191! 
—  Chrysler    Corporation. 
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THE 


SHIP 


FINE    STEAKS 
CHICKEN    and    FISH 

Luncheons 
Sandwiches 

Because  of  Prevailing  Laws 

No  One  Under  21  Years 

can  be  served 


1767  Howard  Street 


Sheldrake  6688 


/\** .» 


Beer  on  Tap 


A  Better  Position 

You    can    get    it 

Hundreds  of  teachers,  students  and  college  graduates  will 
earn  two  hundred  dollars  or  more  this  summer.  SO  CAN  YOU. 
Hundreds  of  others  will  secure  a  better  position  and  a  larger 
salary  for  next  year.  YOU  CAN  BE  ONE  OF  THEM.  Complete 
information  and  helpful  suggestions  will  be  mailed  on  receipt  of 
a  three-cent  stamp.  Good  positions  are  available  now  in  every 
state.  They  will  soon  be  filled. 

(Teachers  address  Dept.  T.  All  others  address  Dept  S.) 

Continental  Teachers  Agency,  Inc. 

1850  Downing  St.  Denver,  Colo. 

Covers   the   ENTIRE    United    States 

School  Officials!  You  may  wire  us  your  vacancies  at  our  expense,  if  speed  is  urgent.  You  will   receive 
complete,  free  confidential  reports  by  air  mail  within  36  hours. 
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He:  "You're  a  nice  girl." 

She:   "Yes,  and  I'm  getting  sick  and  tired  of  it!' 


eo\i  pwnirpArooT 


<s> 


♦ 


And  there  was  the  little  girl  who  swiped  her  moth- 
er's corset  and  then  couldn't  wear  it — No  guts. 

— Panther 
<S>      ♦      <S> 

"Say,  let's  play  that  we're  married." 

"Why,  you  dirty  little  so-and-so,  you  cad,  you 
low  down*****!" 

"Wait  a  minute,  I  didn't  mean  to  offend  you — I 
only  thought  that — ." 

"Why  you  didn't  offend  me — I'm  just  pretending 
that  we're  married." 

— Phoenix 
<J>       ♦       <*> 

You  know,  there's  something  about  you  I  like. 
Not  really — well  try  and  get  it. 

— Wampus 
<$>♦<?> 

Tell  me,  Mr.  Sullivan,  do  you  play  by  ear? 
Well,  no,  but  my  grandpa  used  to  fiddle  with  his 
whiskers. 

<£>♦<$> 


"When  she  was  good 
She  was  very,  very  good — 
But  when  she  was  bad, 
She  was  torrid!" 


jcwt&x  tops  /ta&(  t/iesn  up 


•  Phoenix  Ev-R-Ups  stay  up 
under  their  own  power.  Fit  snugly 
just  below  the  calf.  Lastextops — 
woven-in  covered  rubber  threads 
— do  the  trick.  Try  them!  50c, 
75c,  $1.00  for  silk  or  lisle  of  finest 
quality.  If  your  dealer  does  not 
carry  Ev-R-Ups,  write  us  to  learn 
where  to  buy  them.  Phoenix 
HosieryCompany,MiIwaukee,Wis. 


PHOENIX 

THE  ORIGINAL 

EV-R-UP  SOCKS 
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ACNES  TELLS  ALI 

If  We  Could  Read  Between  The  Lines 


The  Acceptance 

of  the 

Ball  Bid 


The  Bread  and  Butter 
.  .  .  After  It's  Over 


Charlie  dear,  (Hello,  sucker!) 

I  was  indeed  surprised  to  open  your  letter  and 

( — I  didn't  know  you  could  write — then) 

find  that  you  were  inviting  me  to  your  Interfraternity  Ball. 

(Why  I  should  go  with  you,   I  don't  know,  but  I'm  game. 

It  certainly  sounds  thrilling I  will  be 

(a  very  wise  person  to  take  this  opportunity,  and  am) 
more  than  glad  to  accept  your  kind  invitation. 
(You're  lucky — I'll  be  the  prettiest  girl  there.) 

I  wanted  to  answer  as  soon  as  I  could 

(before  you  change  that  infantile  mind  of  yours) 

and  am  hurrying  to  make  the  last  mail. 

(If  I'd  received  any  other  bid,  you'd  be  in  the  cold.) 

Please  write  and  tell  me  all  the  particulars  — 

(you'll  probably  make  me  pay  my  train  fare) 

and  I'll  write  a  much  longer  letter  next  time. 

(Anything  to  make  sure  of  a  warm   reception.) 


Yours  (Like  hell!) 


Agnes 


Charlie  dear  (You  big  baboon! 


After  just  a  dash  of  sleep,  the  first  thing  I  am  doing  is  to 

(get  this  letter  over  with  and  feed  you  the  old  line — ) 

write  and  tell  you  how  I  enjoyed  being  with  you  at  your 

flousy  brawl  of  a  dance,  which  certainly  was  a  feeble  attempt  at  a) 

Interfraternity  Ball.   It  was  the  most  thrilling  dance  I've  ever  been  to 

(for  a  bunch  of  decrepit,  worn-down  old  maids,  maybe) 

and  it  will  linger  long  in  my  memory,  I  assure  you, 

(as  one  of  the  most  boring  evenings  I've  spent.  You'll  regard  it) 

as  one  of  the  brightest  spots  of  the  year.  You  were 

(such  a  dolt  that  I  was  near  tears  at  all  times,  I  was  more  than) 

kind,  Charlie,  to  go  out  of  the  way  to  do  so  much 

(for  you,  when  I  think  of  how  little  you  did) 

for  me,  and  I'll  never  forget  watching  you 

(spill  the  punch  all  over  your  tuxedo.  You  couldn't  even) 

beat  up  the  policeman  who  was  so  rude  to  us  in  Wilmette  Harborl 

(and  when  you  pulled  the  old  gag  about  no  gas,  I  nearly  died!) 

Everything  was  grand — the  game,  the  dancing  at  your  house 

(Boy — what  a  collection  of  farmers  in  that  dump!) 

the  show,  and — of  course — the  Ball.  You  are 

(the  dumbest  man  I  know,  but  the  football  captain  is) 

a  dear,  and  I  want  you  to  write  as  soon  as  you  ever  can  — 

( — I  must  say  that  to  be  polite — you  needn't  bother  to) 

tell  me  how  you  are,  and  what  you  are  doing. 

(I  don't  care  if  I  never  hear  from  you  again!) 

All  my  love,  (to  Al,  the  captain) 
Agnes 

— Punch  Bowl 
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WAX  AND  WAVE 

Here's  our  list  of  the  ten  best  (not  necessarily  the  most  popular) 
songs  of  last  year:  NIGHT  &  DAY  (Cole  Porter),  STORMY 
WEATHfcR  (Harold  Arlen),  SOPHISTICATED  LADY  (Duke  Elling- 
ton), LAZYBONES  (Hoagy  Carmichael),  MINE  (George  Gershwin), 
LOVE  IS  THE  SWEETEST  THING  (Ray  Noble),  THE  SONG  IS  YOU 
(Jerome  Kern),  LOVER  (Richard  Rodgers),  ALONE  TOGETHER 
(Arthur  Schwartz),  EVERYTHING  I   HAVE  IS  YOURS   (Burton  Lane). 

Harold  Arlen  is  included  on  this  list,  &  you  may  find  his  two 
latest,  LOVE  IS  LOVE  ANYWHERE  &  LET'S  FALL  IN  LOVE  on  the 
Victor  No.  24510  record  played  in  smooth  fashion  by  Eddie  Duchin 
&  orchestra.  Two  others  on  the  list,  Hoagy  Carmichael  &  Jerome 
Kern,  have  contributed  two  more  hits,  ONE  MORNING  IN  MAY 
&  ARMFUL  OF  TROUBLE  respectively.  Victor  has  recently  pressed 
both  of  these,  the  former  with  the  composer's  own  orchestra  & 
the  Kern  melody  by  Don  Bestor's  perfectly  blended  band.  The  MAY 
tune  is  also  found  on  a  Brunswick  disk  together  with  a  waltz  by 
Dubin  &  Warren,  from  the  flicker  "Moulin  Rouge,"  SONG  OF  SUR- 
RENDER. Freddie  Martin  makes  good  dance  music  out  of  a  swell 
ballad  from  "Hold  Your  Horses,"  IF  I  LOVE  AGAIN,  though  little 
more  can  be  said  for  the  reverse  surface,  I  CAN'T  FORGIVE  MY- 
SELF FOR  GIVING  MYSELF  TO  YOU,  other  than  that  it  takes  the 
cake  for  length  of  title  (Brunswick  6737).  One  of  the  better  fox  trots, 
with  stolen  interpolation,  LOVELY,  is  sung  by  Jerry  Cooper,  backed 
by  Emil  Coleman,  now  on  national  network,  and  his  capable  string 
section  on  Columbia   No.  2869  D. 

Clever  arrangements  of  KEEP  ON  DOIN'  WHAT  YOU'DE  DOIN' 
&  TIRED  OF  IT  ALL  from  "Hips  Hips  Hooray"  are  offered  by 
Don  Bestor's  boys  with  good  vocals  by  Neil  Buckley  (Victor  24504). 
Jack  Teagarden  sings  two  of  Victor  Young's  new  dusky  ditties,  LOVE 
ME  &  BLUE  RIVER,  in  a  slow  moving,  baritone  manner  for  Bruns- 
wick discus  6741.  The  ever-popular  Isham  Jones  hurries  through  a 
pair  of  swingie  little  thingies,  YOU'RE  O.K.  &  ROLL  OUT  OF  BED, 
neither  particularly  recent.  Eddie  Stone  ( Marblestone) ,  superior 
song  stylist,  does  the  vocals  for  these  on  Victor  24500.  The  Schnoz- 
zola's  famous  "Unfinished  Symphony,"  INKA  DINKA  DOO,  from 
"Palooka"  is  not  much  of  a  selection  but  it's  given  fine  treatment  by 
a  clever  team,  The  Chanters,  who  sing  with  Don  Bestor  for  this  one 
but  do  not  do  their  part  in  the  backing  which  is  MASQUERADING 
IN  THE  NAME  OF  LOVE  &  contains  a  piano  introduction  reminisce.pt 
of  Eddie   Duchin,   a   novei   ending,   &   little   more    (Victor  24503). 


WAVE 

George  Gershwin  has  gone  radio  in  a  big  way,  what  with  his 
own  band  for  Feenamint,  &  recently  playing  on  Hall  of  Fame  & 
Realsiik  programs.  New  C.B.S.  program  at  7  on  Saturdays  which 
previews  the  flickers  audibly  should  prove  to  be  a  big  thing.  Also 
on  same  sysiem,  Johnny  (bODY  AND  SOUL)  Green's  orchestra  with 
Ruth  (HARVEST  MOON)  Etting.  The  Playboys  are  a  great  piano 
&  vocal  trio  on  Columbia  which  bears  watching.  Glad  Hal  Kemp 
has  finally  gone  sustaining  for  N.B.C.  He's  deserved  it  for  a  long 
time.  A  pity  that  there's  so  much  Penner  &  so  little  Onie  Nelson 
on  National  Sunday  nights.  Delighted  that  Lennie  Hayton  is  back 
on  nerworks  again.  A  break  for  Fred  Waring  lovers  is  his  new  double 
time  programs.  Stoo  bad  he  has  given  up  recording.  Chesterfield's 
experiment  with  Leopold  Stoltowslci  and  the  Philadelphia  Symphony 
must  have  scored  For  two  additional  well-known  symphonic  organiza- 
tions, the  Minneapolis  and  Cleveland  groups,  are  going  C.B.S. 
Listen  for  Harry  Sosnik's  great  theme  song,  Lazy  Rhapsody,  a  rather 
old    composition    by    Howard    Jackson    just   getting    famous. 

Edgar  N.  Greenebaum,  Jr. 
Edward    G.    Felsenthal,    Jr. 

PHOENIX 
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Can  pipe  tobacco  have 

SEX  APPEAL? 


JILL:  "M-m-m.  That  pipe  smells  good!" 
JACK:      It  is  good.   But  I   thought  most  girls 

disliked  pipes." 
JILL:     Maybe  it  depends  on  what  a  man  puts 

into  a  pipe.' 
JACK:  "A   good    point.  There's  Edgeworth   in 

this  one.  It's  my  idea  of  a  man's  smoke." 

Maybe  we're  stretching  a  point  to  claim  sex 
appeal  for  Edgeworth.  But  the  fact  remains, 
most  girls  do  like  its  aroma.  It  is,  as  Jack  says, 
a  man's  smoke.  Mild,  yes  —  in  fact,  it's  made 
from  the  tenderest  leaves  of  the  Burley  plant. 
But  it's  not  tasteless,  flavorless,  because  it's 
mild.  Edgeworth  is   skilfully  blended  to  bring 

out  the   rich,  full-bodied   flavor  of 

the  choicest  Burley. 


Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready- 
Rubbed  or  Edgeworth  in 
Slice  form.  15c  pocket  pack- 
age to  pound  humidor  fin. 
Severn/  sizes  in  vacuum 
packed  tins.  Larus  &  Bro. 
Co.,  Richmond,  Va.,  Tobac- 
conisfs  since  1877. 


EDGEWORTH 

SMOKING     TOBACCO 

MADE    FROM    THE    MILDEST    PIPE    TOBACCO    THAT    GROWS 
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At... 
Graduation  Time 

Exchange  photographs 
with  classmates  —  such 
a  record  of  school-day 
friendships  will  be  price- 
less in  the  years  to  come. 

Our  special  styles  and   prices  will 
interest    you.      Visit    our    studio. 


Eugene  L.  Ray  I! 

OFFICIAL   PHOTOGRAPHER 
for 


NORTHWESTERN    UNIVERSITY 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave.  Evanston 


U 


KAPPELMAN 

Printer  to  the  Purple  for  many,   many  years 

We  will  be  pleased  to 
receive  that  order  for 

PRINTING 

Just  south  of  the  Post  Office  —  Upstairs 

and  our  telephone  is 
University  0733 

806  Post  Office  Place 


Gentlemen's  Garb 

At  last  the  men  arc  becoming  more  prominent  in 
the  fashion — and  believe  me  they  are  becoming  impor- 
tant!! Shirts  are  undergoing  a  drastic  change.  No 
more  long  pointed  collars — a  collar  must  either  be  very 
rounded  or  tabbed.  All  the  smart  haberdashers  are 
featuring  the  colored  shirt  with  the  white  pique  collar. 
The  "eyelet"  collar  with  the  new  Oxford  Collar-pin 
is  extremely  "fuss"  and  really  improves  a  suit  one  hun- 
dred percent.  Plaids  are  far  more  subdued  than  they 
were  at  the  beginning  of  the  season.  Checks  on  a 
smaller  average  are  very  good  both  in  the  dress  suit 
and  the  common  business  suit.  Sport  jackets  are  the 
"bachelors"  of  apparel.  They  refuse  to  be  mated  up 
with  matching  vests  and  trousers.  At  the  fashionable 
resorts  you'll  see  them  "keeping  company"  with  odd 
slacks.  Very  smart  ones  are  in  rough  tweeds,  shetlands. 
flannels  and  gabardines,  and  have  you  seen  the  Junior 
Jackets  of  white  gabardine  for  $5.75:'  Gray  suede 
shoes,  gray  snap-brim  hat  and  a  gray  plaid  topcoat 
complete  the  outfit  and  believe  me  it  is  what  the  well 
dressed  man  will  wear.  Above  all.  men — do  not  mix 
your  colors!!!  Use  discretion  when  you  are  selecting 
vour  outfits. 
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from  Palm  Beach 
and  Miami  Beach 


Comes 

Red  Hot  Style  News 


#  The  new  double  breasted 
White  Palm  Beach  Tuxedo 
Coat  for  Summer  formal 
wears  is  definitely  $' 
established 


#  Sweaters    with    sleeves 

and     without     sleeves    were 
worn  bv  hundreds  in  smart 


14 


canary 

shade 


$0.50 


•  Undergraduates  from 
Princeton  and  Yale  on  win- 
ter vacation?  wore  brown 
Hats  with  $7.00 

black  bands 


i 


•  By  a  great  majority  the 
most  popular  Shoe  was  gen- 
uine white  buck.  $7-50 
Now  ready  at ...  .      ' 

•  Medium  grey  flannel 
Slacks  were  worn  with 
brown  hound's  tooth  Shet- 
land coats.  $PT.95 
The  slacks " 


•  Button-down  collar  at- 
tached Shirts  in  oxford 
cloths,   madras  and  cheviots 

$j  .95 

great -*- 

9  Hand  made  Horse  Sheet 
Ties  were  a  sensation,  as 
were  knit  ties  with  Jj)"|  .00 
white  ground  -*- 

•  Knit  Ties  shot  with 
rabbit's  fur  were  worn  by 
exclusive  dressers  at  the 
Everglades. 
Here  for .... 


$1.75 


They're  all  here — at  the  new  home  of 

MacFARLAND'S 

1627  Orrington  Avenue:  Evanston 


1— Ted  Weems,  2— Art  Weems,  3— 
"Red"  Inele,  4— Dick  Cunllffe,  5— 
Parker  Gibbs,  6— Elmo  Tanner,  7— 
"Bones"  O'Brien,  8— Country  Wash- 
burn. 


A 
I 
L 


Ted  Weems'  Orchestra 
Dancing  Nine  'till  Two 
Summer  Formal 

Saturday,  May  5,  1934 
at  Evanston  Country  Club 

400  BIDS  -  $3.00 


▼  IA 


Of  INC/ 


Q 


So  she  married  that  damn  X-ray  specialist.  Won- 
der what  he  sees  in  her. 

— Malteaser 
<$>      ♦      <S> 

Gossip:  I  saw  your  wife  out  riding  yesterday  with 
a  strange  man. 

Husband  (wearily)  :  He  must  have  been  a  strange 
man. 


<5>        ♦        <$> 

"Who  yuh  shovin'?" 
"Dunno:   what's  yo  name?" 


-Belle  Hop 


— Log 


"Well,    Miss    Smith,    would    you    like    to    take    a 
business  trip  with  me  next  week?" 

"Say,    I    may    be    your    typewriter,    but    I'm    not 
portable." 

— Bored  Walk 
<S>     ♦     <S> 

Roses  are  blue. 
Violets  are  pink 
Immediately    after 
The  thirteenth  drink. 
<»      ♦      <S> 

Neighbor:  Say.  have  you  folks  got  a  bottle  opener 
around  here? 

Parent:   Yeah,   but  he's  away  at  college. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay 

•       ♦      <S> 

Then  there  was  the  absent-minded  professor  who 
took  the  examination  himself. 

— Owl 

.      ♦     <$> 

ist  Lamda  Chi:  Get  me  an  aspirin  and  some  Flit. 

2nd  Unconscious:  What's  the  matter? 

ist  Lamda  Chi:   I've  got  a  lousy  headache. 

— Owl 

♦     <$> 

Lady  Tourist:    Little  man.   is  that   the  old   ladies' 

home   with   all    those   women   on   the   porch? 

Tommy:  No  ma'am,  that's  the  Alpha  Gam  house. 

— Buccaneer 
..      ♦      <j> 

Director:   Is  there  a  veterinarian  in  the  house?  Tar- 
zan  has  just  broken  a  leg. 

— Owl 


ist  Kappa:  Why  does  the  elevator  boy  in  Musso- 
lini's palace  enjoy  himself? 

2nd  Type:   Because  he  can  raise  the  Duce. 

— Yellow  Jacket 
...      4      <£, 

His  aunt,  an  old  maid,  went  to  have  her  picture 
taken,  and  the  photographer  noticed  her  tying  a  piece 
of  string  around  the  bottom  of  her  skirt. 

"What's  the  idea  of  that?"  he  asked.  "I  can't  take 
your  picture  that  way." 

"You  can't  fool  me.  young  man."  said  the  old  girl. 
"I  know  that  you  can  see  me  upside  down  in  that 
camera." 

— Medley  Carolinian 
<i>      ♦      <?> 

"My  business  is  awful  shaky." 
"What  business  are  you  in?" 
"I   run  a  burlesque  show." 


«•      ♦      <•> 


-Exchange 


Delta  Zeta:    I    wonder   if   they'll   inflate   the   wages 
of  sin. 

— Puppet 

■♦■■     ♦     ■$> 

She:  What  kind  of  a  tree  is  that? 

He:   A  fig  tree. 

She:  Oh.  I  thought  the  leaves  were  larger. 

— Bison 

■r     ♦     <$> 

Some  girls  are  not  afraid  of  mice:  other  girls  have 
pretty  legs. 

— Exchange 


"After  tho  Ball  Was  Ovorl" 


OR  TENNIS? 

Harry  C.  Lee 
Open  Throat 

TENNIS 
RACKETS 

A    complete    stock    of    Lee    rackets    with    slotted 
throats   and    fine    quality    gut   stringing. 

$3(„$ll50 


Tennis  Balls 

High    grade    1934   Spalding   tennis    balls.   White 
and    Red.   Best  quality   live   rubber. 


3   for      I 


$1-25 


Sure!  And  who  isn't  rarin'  to 
go?  But  how  about  your 
equipment . . .  are  you  all  set? 
Better  stop  around  and  take  a 
good  look  at  our  varied  as- 
sortment of  golfers'  needs  . . . 
Now  that  spring  is  here  you'll 
want  the  finest  equipment  for 
your  game  ..  .and  we  have  it!! 


Kro-Flite    "Needled"    Balls 

Spalding  Kro-Flite  balls  treated  to  a  hypoder- 
mic injection  to  increase  the  golfer's  driving  dis- 
tance   from    an    estimated    seven    to    ten    yards. 


$<j 


doz. 


Dundee  Irons 

A    good    quality    club    t hat   can 
be    matched    into   sets 


$2-45 

A  complete  assortment  of 
golf  clubs  .  .  .  Woods  and 
irons  and  fine  quality  leather 
golf  bags  in  an  attractive 
price    range. 


Tennis  Racket  Restringing — 24-hour  Service 


CHANDLER'S 


THE  UNIVERSITY  STUDENTS'  STORE 
Fountain  Square  .  .  .  Evanston 


T H  E    H  E  IGHT    OF    GOOD    TASTE 


On/)  ■  the  Center  Leaves-  these  are  the  Mildest  Leaves  (  T/ie  Cream  oft/ie  Crop 


:sr 


NOT  the  top  leaves — tiiey're  under-developed— 
they  are  harsh! 


r 


